Mercutio's Speech

It is as elusive as if you were in love with it. You can remember
other music heard but once, and many years ago, while this, which
has just ended, and may begin again, dies from over care, from
too much thinking of it.

This is Atlantic Africa. You may miss the fountains and guitars
of Spain. This is more solemn and more silent, though the voices
are Hke turkeycocks. Their speech is a gobbling, gobbling, never
far from anger. The muleteers are ever quarrelling, night and day,
in this court of the Fondouk. But it is so distant, so remote, even
in its noisy town. We are reminded of Mercutio's speech:

True, I talke ofdreames,

Which are the children of an idle braine,

Begot of nothing but vaine fantasy

Which is as thin of substance as the ay re,

And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes

"Even now the frozen bosome of the North.,

And being anger* d, puffes away from thence,

Turning his face to the dew-dropping South.

How, we may wonder, could a man have written this who had
never been to the South, for the last line of our quotation cannot
be mistaken in its light and sound, though his South is more
lyrical. This is the bare bones of the South. His are the halcyon
valley, the hill of cypresses; this is no more than whitewashed
walls and the colours of the air. But it is more Southern than the
Mediterranean; Andalucia or Sicily are but legends, this is close
upon the sands. So the beauty of the Fondouk, for ourselves,
must lie in how near its sordidness or misery are to the last
flowers or fountains, the ultimate shade of the dew-dropping
South.

Look again at those bright dresses, those cotton turbans! The
mere fact that these women are not veiled puts them into another
sex from the hooded women of the streets and alleys. And this we
must feel whenever we see women on the flat roofs of the houses
at sunset, when they take the air; or can look down into a court
and see them, barefoot and unveiled, at their household duties.
This is the hour of the Alameda, of the mantilla, "where the vanilla
coloured ladies ride'; here, they can only climb up to the terraces
and talk from roof to roof. Those are the veiled ones; but the
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